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I lifted the head on nay knee to rest. I bent my ear to the motionless breast. I babbled soft words of endearing love, Forgetting the Presence that glared from above.
At length the blue eyes opened slow, And again the warm life began to flow. Her wakening glance went dreamily round As she raised herself on the dusty ground. It came to the King, and at once she knew
The peril in which she lay. She leapt up swift with a shrilling cry,
And strove to break away. Then seeing the troopers around her stand, She stayed her flight, and with trembling hand, And almost bereft of life and sense, She clung to me as her last defence.
" What means this comedy ? "   The voice
Of the King was deep and clear. In a mocking curl his lips were set, And I read in the tones a hidden threat,
A hint of danger near.
I was held by the glare of his menacing eye, And I racked my brains in vain for a He, My wits went wandering in dismal rout. Till the terrible truth came blurting out,
A silence followed.   The girl on my arm Shook like an aspen leaf with alarm, His voice was deeper and yet more stern,